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Endless Hope 


Author's Notes: 
Inspired (just a little) by Dave and Taylor's recent loved up looking messages. htHps://youtube/XYPEeA3tAJO / 
hHps://youtu.be/Ssju-|13+24. 


Hl meet you in London 
Promise? 


| promise. 


That had been six months previously. Their relationship, as good as it had been, had spent the previous three 
years being on-off-on-off-on-off. Taylor though that he was a control freak, a dictator, and that the direction 
of the previous album had been misguided. It had been the Dave Grohl Show, he'd said, and they shouldn't have 
done it. Shouldn't have gone along with the idea. Should have just done whatever the hell they normally did. 


Did they have a "Whatever the hell they normally did'?. Dave had debated it long and hard. He'd always 
assumed that they'd do something different. Push the boat out. Try and keep themselves fresh. 


Instead, his boyfriend had decided that he'd had enough of both Dave and Dave Fuckin’ Grohl. Both looked the 
same but they were, by all accounts and purposes, completely different people. Dave Fuckin’ Grohl was the 
personality that people saw on stage; the louder than life, foul mouthed, chain smoking frontman. Dave was the 
guy who loved his home life and who, some would say, made up for what he lacked in confidence when he was 


on stage. 


And Taylor's frequent comings and goings over the past years had dented that confidence. Which was why 
Taylor had fucked off to do his own thing for a couple of months. An album with a small tour to follow. He'd 
listened to fans and taken it to Europe. It had sold out in less than a day. 


For those months, Dave had found things to occupy himself. He'd tinkered in the studio and dreamed up 
creative ways to fuck with the fans as well as his band. But, behind it all, were thoughts of Taylor. As the 
days ended and he crawled in to bed, his dreams left the studio and turned to the drummer. He remembered 
Taylor as he'd always been; loud and bouncy like an over-eager puppy. Always desperate to please Dave. 


Always desperate to be close by. 


So what had changed? Was it because they had aged? Or, like all things, was it the inevitable change that came 
to all of them? 


In order to try and repair what he saw as their failing relationship, he'd flown to London on the date that 
Taylor had given him. There were things that Dave could do, meetings with various companies and ideas being 


slung around like beer and coffee. 


Meet me opposite the Sherlock Holmes pub. 
Okay. 
Promise? 


| promise. 


And so he did. The trees were in full bloom, their green leaves shielding from the worst of the August sun. He 
sat on a stone bench with his back to the roaring London traffic. Above him, he could feel the sun disappearing 


as thick storm clouds began to roll in 


People passed him yet none of them so much as glanced at him. For once he was completely invisible, unseen 


except, hopefully, by the one who'd asked him to be there. 


Clasped in his hands were a bouquet of red roses. While they weren't Taylor's favourites, to Dave they stil 
symbolised the undying love that he felt for the other man. 


He watched the throngs of people, waiting. Hoping. 


As time passed and the clouds grew darker, Dave began to give up hope. He let his head drop to chest, his 


hair straggly and sweaty from the dusty London heat. He tried to hold back the tears as his hands wilted, the 
velvety red petals brushing against the ground. 


His heart was broken. Shattered. Irreparable. The one man who, despite having walked out on him had also 


proclaimed his undying love to Dave, no longer wanted him. 

Fat drops of warm summer rain mingled with his tears and ran down the tendrils of his hair, hanging for a 
moment like diamonds before falling to the sun-bleached pavement. The footsteps of other people began to 
speed up as they all darted from one plot of shelter to another, all eager to get out of the coming monsoon 


But Dave didn't care. The rain soothed his invisible wounds, a natural balm to help ease the pain. 


So far. He'd come so far to see that smile, to look in to those eyes, and to hold those calloused hands. Yet, 


despite Taylor's insistence that Dave come to London, the drummer still hadn't shown up. 


Thunder rumbled in the distance and Dave felt a shiver run down his spine. He should have stood. Should have 


made his way back to his hotel. But he didn't. He was determined to wait. 

The hotel.. The beautiful hotel just a few moments walk from where he sat. He'd booked in recognition that 
Taylor would come and meet him. He'd hoped that they could relax in the stunning, dark panelled interior, hidden 
away from a world that wanted to document their every move. He'd hoped that they could retire to the 


beautiful room and spend the evening talking and falling in love once more. 
He'd hoped.. 
He'd hoped.. 


He'd hoped.. 


The rain continued to pour, drops pattering against the tree above his head. Dave felt much like the weather; 


dark and sombre with a desire to wash away the memories that haunted him. 
Twenty years of memories. 


Twenty years of love and devotion, washed away because, at some point, he'd become more boneheaded and 


stubborn. 


Twenty years of peace and happiness lost because he wasn't the sprite, confident thing that Taylor had once 


known. 


He'd aged, like all of them, and, along the way, had lost so much of what had made him.. him. The fall a few 


years previously hadn't helped and, when the weather was inclement, he walked with a slight limp. 


He was old. He was tired. He was greying. He was getting a little chubbier with every passing day. 
"Dave... 


That voice, like a whisper in the night. Dave smiled softly as he continued to stare at the now-damp pavement. 


Another evening and another memory to pass through his mind. 
"Dave... 


Taylor. Such a beautiful voice. An angel who'd come to Earth to spend his life at Dave's side. An angel that he 
didn't deserve. 


"Dave..." 


So close. He sounded so close. Dave let his shoulders slump a little more, the heads of the roses brushing 


against the summer-dusty street. 
"Dave.. I'm sorry I'm late, man. The subway was killer." 


Fingers brushed his hair. Lifting his head, Dave peered through his damp, stringy hair. Standing before him was 
the most beautiful sight he could have asked for. 


Dressed in baggy board shorts and (for once) a shirt with sleeves in, Taylor looked as bedraggled as he did. His 
cheeks were red, as though he'd had to fight his way through hoards of commuters to get to their promised 

meeting place. 

A smile began to tug at his lips and he slowly stood, his legs aching as he did. "I didn't think you were coming.’ 


"IIl always come for you." Taylor's face was soft and lit with a gentle smile. 


He cautiously held out the flowers, watching as Taylor's eyes dropped to them. "I got these for you. | know 


they're not your favourite." 


They were carefully plucked from his fingers and Taylor buried his nose among the blooms. "They're perfect," 


he finally replied. 

Lithe arms wrapped around his neck and soft lips whispered across his cheek. Burying his face in Taylor's 
shoulder, Dave returned the hug, his arms tight around the smaller man's waist. That simple gesture of being 
held by the one he loved was enough to heal his aching heart. 


I'll always love you," he murmured. 


"I know. Ill always love you, too. No matter what happens." 


Dave pulled back and smiled at Taylor. He could feel his spark returning, the flame in his chest having been 


relit by merely being in the other man's presence. 

‘| need you," Dave said. 

| need you, too. More than you'll ever know." 

Dave raised an eyebrow. Everything around him was forgotten, the noise of the traffic melting away. "Really?" 
Taylor nodded, the gentle smile still on his lips. "Really." 


Allowing himself to relax, he took Taylor's hand in his own. "Look, I've got us a hotel room. It's not far from 


here. Unless..." 


"Unless nothing, Grohl. I'm coming back with you." Taylor's hand tightened around his and the blonde man 
chuckled softly. "Hope you've got some dry clothes for me." 


Dave grinned and there was no way that he could help himself. Leaning in, he kissed Taylor's cheek. "Baby, 
tonight you ain't gonna need clothes." 


